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With monstrous head and sickening cry

And ears like errant \vings,
The devil's walking parody

On all four-footed things.

The tattered outlaw of the earth.

Of ancient crooked will;
Starve, scourge, deride me: I am dumb,

I keep my secret still.

Fools!   For I also had my hour;

One far fierce hour and sweet:
There was a shout about my ears.

And palms before my feet.

Sea Fever
JOHN MASEFIELD
I MUST go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and
the sky,
And all I ask is a tall ship, and a star to steer her by;
And the wheel's kick and the wind's song and the white
sails shaking,
And the grey mist on the sea's face, and a grey dawn
breaking.
I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the
running tide
Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;
And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,
And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-
gulls crying.